THE  TOWN   OF   OUR  DREAMS
Russia. Afraid of being jostled, I took refuge on the outside
right. But in fact, under Barlow's direction, everybody
played scientifically, not roughly, the Hunza mountaineers
included, and also some Indian business men who would join
us after their day's work was done. When a goal was scored
everyone shouted "Shabask!" The fact that I played football
for all I was worth did not altogether discredit the rumour
spread in the bazaar that a White Russian disguised as a
woman had arrived in Kashgar with an Englishman.
In the evening we talked, and—it had occurred rarely
since our departure—in a language familiar to the entire
company. Or I took my ease, with one of the books out of
the library on my knees. There was a day on which I was
the proud discoverer of a paragraph in The Times to the
effect that my Genevese comrade, Loulou Boulaz, had made
a first-class sensation by climbing the Grandes Jorasses from
the northern side. For once, Peter was not the only person
to find news of his friends in the venerable journal.
During the greater part of the time I was a prey to a kind
of chronic torpor through which occasionally consciousness
of some exterior manifestation penetrated. England had
grown uneasy when Peter's silence became prolonged and
through the Secretary of State had asked Kashgar to try to
obtain some information about him. That was why our
arrival had surprised nobody at Chini Bagh, as the Consulate
was called. mx. Barlow now sent a reassuring message and
added a word about me for our minister in London—I felt
sorry I had never called on him. In Europe there seemed to
be uneasiness on the subject of Italy's claims regarding
Abyssinia.
But all that was very far away. I was more interested in
the plans being drawn up between the Consulate and the
Legation at Peking for the sending of a mission to Urumchi.
That would be a difficult project to realize. I also learned

